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thatched cottage, which was spacious and bright and airy though
modest and covered only with grass. The front hall was simply
furnished; there was a painting by an unknown artist on the
wall, a wooden couch, a table, and a few stools. But everything
was neat and clean and there was not a speck of dust on the
ground. Back of the hall was his bedroom.
On rising in the morning Chiu Hsien would sweep up the
fallen leaves and water the flowers one by one, which he did again
in the evening. When he discovered a flower about to blossom
forth, he would rejoice inordinately and, warming a pot of wine
or making a pot of tea, would first pour a libation to the plant
and then sit down to sip the wine or tea himself, gazing the while
at the budding plant in admiration and enjoyment. Sometimes
he would sing and whistle for joy or lie down to rest by the plant
with his head pillowed upon a rock. He seldom left a flower un-
attended from the time it formed buds to the time it blossomed
forth. If the sun should be strong, he would sprinkle the flowers
with a palm brush, and on moonlight nights he seldom went to
bed at all. In case of storm he would put on his rain coat made
of rush and his broad brimmed hat and walk among the flowers
to see whether there was a bent stem that needed propping. When
a flower began to fade, he would grow melancholy and sigh all
day long, sometimes even moved to tears. He would sweep up the
fallen petals gently and put them on a plate and would cherish
them and admke them until they withered; then he would put
them in a jar and bury them with a touching offering of tea or
wine. This he called "burying the flowers.'* If the petals should
happen to be soiled with rain or mud, he would clean them with
water and then scatter them in a near-by lake. This he called
"bathing the flowers."
It used to provoke him more than anything else to see people
cut and mutilate the flowers. "For/* reasoned he, "a flower blos-
soms but once a year. Of the four seasons there is but one which
it can call its own, and of this season there is but a period of a
few days when it blossoms forth in all its glory, a brief period that
comes only after three long seasons of cruel use by the unfriendly